Loues labour s Ioftx 

Peda , And ccrtes the text molt infallibly concludes it SlrT 
doeinuue you too, you (hall not fay me nay; pane* verb a. 
Away, the gentlesareat their game, and vve will to ourrecrea* 
atlon * l x urn. 

Enter Berowne with a Paper inhis hand, alette. 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Dear? 

I am courting myfelfe. ^ * 

£W*fli e plC / hi i a T °yJ e > r am toylingina pytch,piteh that dc> 
Ses ; defile a fouk word, Well, fettheedownCforrow- forfo 
they % the foole laid, and lo fay I, and I the toolc : well proued 
wn> By the Lord this Loue is as mad as *Aiax, it kils flicepe, it 
kills mee,! alhecpwellprouedagaincamy fide.I will not lone; 
iU doe hang mee . • yfanhl wil!not.O but her eye: by this li 2 hr 

vvlfu } <f ey ^- 1 '? ou J dnoc loie her; yes, for. her two eyes! 
Well,! doe nothing in the world but lye, and lye in my throate. 

By h«uen I doe loue, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 
Shin? 0 w h n re « ,S paK ° f Rimc > and heere my mat- 

ichohe. Well, fhe hath onca’my Sonnets already, the Clowne 

bore it, the fools Cent it, and the Lady hath it : fwcet Clowne, 
l\\cecer Boole, fweetefl Lady. By the world, I would not care a 
pin, if the other three were m. Here comes one with a paper 
G od giue him grace to grout. r r 

He Stands aflde. TBeKiurmretk* 

Kin. Ay mee! 

Ber. Shot by heaueniproceede fweet upid, thou hall thumps 
him with thy Birdbolt vnderthe left pap : in faith fecrets. 

King. So fweet a kiffe the golden Sunne giucs not, 

To thofe frelh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their frelh rayfc hauc fmot. 

The night of dew that on my cheekes downeflowes. 

Nor (nines thefiluer Moone one halfe fo bright. 

Through the tranfparant bofome of the oeepe, 

Asdoth thy face through tcarcs of mine giuc light : 

Thou (bin’ll in cucry teare that! doe weepe. 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee-; 

So radelt thou triumphing in my woe. 

Bo but behold thetearcs thatfwell ia me, 

And they thy glory through my griefs will (haw 

■ Bm. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


Love’s Labour’s Lost (stc 22295) LON 






Loues Lahurs loft. 

But doenot loue thy felfe,then thou wilt keepe 
My tcaresforglafres,andftillmakcme weepe, 

O Queene of Quecnes,how farre doll thou cxcell; 

No thought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall (he know my griefes?Ue drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues Ihadefolly. Who is hecomes heer? 

Enter Longanile. The Kingfiepsafde. 

What Longauill, and reading : liften eare. 

Birr. Now in thy JikenclTe, one more foole appearc. 

Long. Ay me, I am forfworne. 

‘ B * r - Why, hecomes in like a periure, wearingpapers. 
Long. In joue I hope, fwectfcllowlhip inlhamc; 

Ber. One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I the (if ft, that haue beetle periur’d lb ? 

Ber. I could pur thee in comfort,nBt by two that I know 
Thou makc&thc criumphery, the corner cap eftbeictie. 

The lhape of Loues Tiburne,that hangs vp fimplicirie’, 

Lon. i feare thefe llubhorn lines lack power to moue. > 

O fwcet Maria , EmprclTe of my Loue, 

Thefenumbers will I teare, and write in profe. 

Ber. O Rimes are gardson wanton. Cupids hefe. 

Bilngure not his Shop. 

Lon. Thh fame (hall goc. 

Hereades theSonnet; 
not the heauenly R hetoric k of thine eye, 

GainSt whom the world cannot hold argument,- 
Perfwade my mean to thisfalfe periurie ? 

V owes fort hee broke defer sees not pumfhment. 

A woman 1 for fwore^but-I will proste 
Thou being a Goddejfe, Iforfwore not thee. 

My vow was earthly, thou a heauenly Loue. 
j. f SL race ct ‘ggain d, cures all difgrace in me. 

Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

LxhaUfi th " vapor-vow, t » fee it is : " 

f/r°ke», then n i s no fault of m i» e ; 

If by me broke what foole ts notfo wife, 

1 0 lo l e an °*th } to win a Paradsfe f. 
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